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LINDA DE CHAMOUNJX. 



ACT. I. 

THE DEPARTURE. 

Scene 1. Interior of a Country House. The Sa- 
voyard Mountains seen through the doors in "the dis- 
tance. 

At the opening of the scene, a bell is heard to toll, 
and male and female peasants are seen on their way 
to church. 

Chorus. Let us haste to the holy Church. The first 
rays of the rising sun gild the mountain tops, and the 
sacred bell gives the glad signal for our morning pray- 
er. The bright heavens condescend to smile upoa 
our coming journey, and give us new hope and trust. 
(After the Chorus Magdelena appears at the door) 

Magd. My darling child! she sleeps in the sweet 
lap of innocence ! all night has she toiled to procure 
for us the necessities of life. Sweet shoulch be her 
honied dreams. (Closes door.) But ah ! when she 
wakes, all will be changed to sadness with us. With 
what anxious thoughts do I await my husbands re- 



turn. This day our fate will be decided. But see ; 
my Antonio comes ! (Goes to meet Antonio.) 
(Enter Antonio sad and dejected.) 

Antonio. Wife ! 

Magd. What is our fate? 

Antonio. The steward has given me hope I 
will intercede for us with His Excellency, the brother 
of the Marchioness. 

Magd. Ah ! if he would, we may yet be happy, 
and remain in our old home. 

Antonio. Heaven grant it may be so. Here in this 
loved valley, did we both first see the light; here were 
our fates united ; here was our darling Linda born ; and 
here my poor old father died ! Now tell me if this spot 
should not be a loved and sacred one. But it is only 
for you, and for our Linda that I suffer. 

Magd. But if His kind Excellency will be our 
friend; what have you to fear ? 

Antonio. I met the Parish Priest on my way home 
find told to him my hopes, but his face betrayed doubt 
and mistrust, and this it is that now alarms me. 
(Voices are heard without) 

Chorus. Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 

■ J? ™ and ] What shouts are these? 
Magd. ) 

Chorus. Excellency I Excellency! 

An M an d \ What can this mean? 
Chorus. Ah ! we implore thee ! 

(Enter Marquis followed by the Steward) 
MUand) The Marqu5s! 

Marquis. Keep silence all ! 



Chorus Be generous, pray ! 

Marquis. (To Steward) Give them alms. 

Steward. I will. (Throws money to the peasants.) 

Chorus. Thanks! Thanks! Hurrah! 

Marquis. (With mock dignity) Enough ! Enough! 
away ! We have a generous heart, but offend imi 
not. 

Steward. (Imitating) His Excellency has a ge- 
nerous heart, but do not anger him. 

Marquis. (Aside.) Now for our purpose — ow 
only object is to behold Linda ; but we must flatter 
them with a promise of protection. — Good people! 
JVe are — what we are ! And we know — what the 
steward has told us. We have come to look for our- 
selves ! (Aside.) Where is she ? Our wishes are 
to do good to you ; because bye and bye — I meam 
— that is to say — You may expect our powerful 
favor ! 

Steward. His Excellency has a magnanimous 
heart ! or the heart of a Czar. You may expect his 
powerful favor ! 

Ma&d I ^ ^ our Excellency ^ ut grant us 

your protection, and you will save a poor but honest 
family. 

Marquis. We will do that. (Aside.) We do not 
see what we look for. But tell us ; this is not the 
whole of your family ; we have heard you have a 
daughter. 

Antonio. Yes, Your Excellency. 

Marquis. And they say she is beautiful. 

Magd. She is the god-daughter of your sister. 
I* 
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Marquis. (Rubbing his hands.) So much the bet- 
ter. 

" De sanguinis Jure." I am also her god-father, 
and her Marquis ; therefore we must not forget her. 
But where is she ? We must see our charming god- 
daughter. How is she employed ? 

Magd. She is there Your Excellency. (Pointing 
to door.) 

Marquis. Send her hither quickly to see her god- 
father. 

Magd. She quickly will be here. 

& j [ Hasten ! Hasten — let her come, 

(Magdalena enters to Lindds apartment) 
• Marquis. At last I have obtained my object. She 
cannot now escape me. 

Steward. (To Marquis.) So I told Your Excel- 
lency. They have fallen into the trap. I knew my 
plans could never fail. 

Antonio. m (Aside.) The Priest must have mis- 
taken ; the Marquis is benevolence itself. 

Marquis (Seeing Magd.) Here comes my beau- 
teous god-daughter. (Goes to door of apartment.) 

Magd. (Enter Magd.) Excellency I am sorry to 
say— 

Marquis. What is the matter ? 
' Magd. I believed her in her room ; but she is not. 

Marquis. How? How? not there! She is not? 
Perhaps she is abashed, and conceals herself from her 
god-father. (Goes to door.) 

Antonio. The gate of the garden is open ; proba- 
bly she has gone to the Church. She heard your ap- 
proach, and being very timid, has retired. 



Marquis. Meantime, my hope of seeing her is 
•blasted. 

Steward. (To Marquis.) It is of no consequence. 
Promise them what they desire — await my coming at 
the castle, and I will do the rest. 

Ma&d I ^ oar Excellency must pardon her 

■absence. 

Marquis. Oh don't fear good people ; I am not 
angry. Make yourselves joyful — we bid you, and we 
have power to have our commands obeyed. None but 
you shall rent the house ; and in addition, you shall 
have attached to it, your former piece of land. It is 
our desire to educate our charming little god-daughter 
in our castle, where, protected by us, she shall move in 
a sphere worthy herself. Your fortunes are made, if 
Linda prove not ungrateful. Lands, money, all shall 
be yours. 

Steward. Make yourselves merry, good people ; if 
Linda prove not ungrateful, money, lands, all shall be 
yours. 

n/r*j [ You give us new life ; we will ever bless 

your name. (They kiss his hand.) 

Chorus. Ah ! what a heart he has ! Blessings 
on his name forever. We ever will adore his name ! 
(Exit Chorus.) 

(Enter Linda, with a Boquet followed by Peasants 
and after Pierotto.) 

Linda (outside). Ah ! I was too late., I did not 
find my dear Carlos at our favorite rendezvous. Who 
knows how much he has suffered ? But Ah ! it has pain- 
ed me more than it could him. He left me there 
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these flowers as a token of his love. Ah how kind a 
heart he has. I love him for that; it is his only 
wealth — Poverty is his lot, as well as mine. We live 
upon love and hope ; he is but a poor painter, but his 
talents will advance his fortune, and then we shall be 
wedded. Oh how happy shall we be ! Ah he is my 
love, my life ! The light of my soul ! We will unite 
our fates in Heaven and Earth ; come, come to my 
side, come rest upon the fluttering heart that will be 
only yours till death. But in the meantime — (retires 
to table. Enter male and female Peasants with 
fruits, fyc. 

Chorus. Before our departure, let us make merry 
in honor of his Excellency — Linda, come hither to us. 

Linda. Thanks ! thanks ! 

Peasants. Where is Pierotto ? Where is our good 
Pierotto ? 

Other Peasants. I saw him near the Church Yard. 

Peasants. The poor good Orphan ! But see, he 
comes. (EnterPierotto.) 

Pierotto. Good morrow my friends. 

Peasants. Have you breakfasted ? 

Pierotto. Yes. 

All. Come, and share our meal with us. 

Pierotto. I thank you ! 

Chorus. At least come mingle in our sports. Sing 
us the new Ballad you have prepared. 

Pierotto. It is a melancholy one. 

Chorus. No matter, sing, sing it to us ! 

Pierotto. It would make you weep. 

Chorus. Tears are sweet and pure. Sing, sing 
Pierotto. 

Pierotto. Well if you wish it, I will begin. 
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"A young Girl went to foreign lands, to obtain for 
ber aged Parents food. The unhappy ones with tears 
embraced their child. Preserve thy virtue pure, her 
mother said, and in thy wanderings, should thy young 
heart be touched, direct to Heaven thy prayers, and 
it will hear and bless so good a Child." 

Linda (who has listened.) The sadness of the 
song doth make me tremble. 

Pierotlo. — "The unhappy Girl, quickly forget her 
aged Parent's words. Love inflamed her guileless heart 
and her peace was wrecked forever — Sad, and heart 
broken, she retraced her steps, to seek her Mother's 
bosom. — Only in death did she find happiness. Her 
Mother's tears while life remained, bedewed her youth- 
ful Grave." — 

Chorus. Huzza for Pierotto ! Let us be merry, 
and prepare us for our journey. 

Linda. I know not why this pensive song, afflicts 
me thus, I too have a Mother ; and Carlos — Ah to- 
morrow will I be the first to hasten to our rendezvous. 
Patience to day. — (retires to spinning wheel.) 

(Enter Carlos.) Linda ! Linda ! 

Linda. Ah Carlos ! 

Carlos. Are you alone ? 

Linda. Yes. Ah ! the pain of being a whole day 
without seeing you. 

Carlos. Ah ! I could not tell the anguish of so 
long an absence. 

Linda. I did not find you. 

Carlos. Not to meet you was most sad to me. 
When first we met I learned to love, — In the pine 
Grove where every day, at the same hour, pure love 
brings you to my side, we have passed blissful mo- 
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toemts— To love yod is my glory and my pride. One 
smile from you, is forgetfulness of all save happiness. 
Heaven grant we may pass our lives in such a para- 
dise! 

Linda. What shall prevent it ? 

Carlos. I hope the day may come when I may be 
ever by thy side, but now — 

Linda* What fatal mystery is this ! 

Carlos. Necessity compels conceal men t 

Linda. Alas! 1 am even more unhappy than 
yourself. Till now, I never had a secret thought, but 
'twas my Mother's also ; but now when her dear love 
seems to shine more warmly than ever on me, I have 
a secret from her breast — My love for you. Now at 
the hour when the evening prayer ascends to Heaven, 
my lips breath with her's another's name. Heaven, 
who reads all hearts, knows that my love is pure. 

Carlos. Heaven will hear you ; for you are an 
Angel. 

Linda. Such is my fervent prayer — Your secret 
I respect, ahho' it pain me much. 

Carlos. It pains me more to have it. 

Linda. ) Ah? to conceal a love so pure and sweet, 

Carlos. ) and to be absent from the loved one's 
side, is the worst anguish a lover can endure. 

Linda. Tell me, when shall the mystery be re- 
vealed ? 

Carlos. Soon dearest — 

Linda. Dost thou say so ? 

Carlos. With joy it shall be told thee. 

Linda. ) Oh ! may the moments fly until that 

Carlos. ) wished for day arrives. Before Heaven 
and man, will we be united, and then no power can part 
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us. In Heaven I shall find my loved treasure by my 

sifle, among the extacies ofjboundless love, (they retire.) 

(Enter Priest and Antonio.) 

Priest. Here my good Antonio, here we are 
alone. * 

Antonio. What have you to announce worthy 
Father? 

Priest. The dire calamity I foresee. 

Antonio, calamity ? 

Priest. Yes, most terrible calamity. 

Antonio. You terrify me. How can it occur, now 
when his Excellency the Marquis — 

Priest. He is a villain ! 

Antonio. He ? He has given us hope, that to day, 
he will grant to us, the House, the Fields and Gar- 
den. 

Priest. Do not believe him, he deceives you. 

Antonio. How ! Truly I cannot understand you. 

Priest. Promise me, that you will be prudent. 

Antonio. Quickly ! tell me quickly ; he is a villian ? 

Priest. Tremble ! Listen to me. The pious ge- 
nerosity and the flattering fortune that he promised 
you, is but a scheme to blast your honor. 

Antonio. Heavens ! can it be possible that — 

Priest. The perfidious monster, designs most ex- 
ecrably to betray your Linda. 

Antonio. Already ought I to have known it. Now 
I see clearly his criminal pursuit. He promised Lin- 
da a worthy station in the Castle. This infamous act 
fills me with horror and with anger. 

Priest. You have good cause for anger, but be 
calm, be tranquil. 

Antonio. Because we have no gold, he thinks us 
without honor. 
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Priest. Antonio, calm yourself; remember. 

Antonio. I will. Again I promise you. 

Antonio. My child ! my angel ! to be in such 
dread danger. Worthy Father, pity me, save my 
daughter, save her unhappy father. 

Priest. Her guardian angel will preserve her from 
his snare. Trust in Heaven ; let thy reason guide 
thee, and father and daughter will be saved. 

Antonio. Meanwhile good Father, what is to be 
done? 

Priest. Send her far from hence. He is capable 
of every ill. Here he is feared by all, none dare op- 
pose him. 

Antonio. Send her far from hence ! 

Priest. Yes, quickly send her hence ! Let her ac- 
company the mountaineers, who in one hour depart. 

Antonio. She, so guileless and so innocent ! 

Priest. Heaven will be her guardian. 

Antonio. In poverty, and without resource. 

Priest. Fear not. Linda shall go to Paris ; there 
in my brother's house, shall she find a second home ; in 
him a second father. 

Antonio. Let it be so. The wiH of Heaven be done: 

Priest. So will she be secure from the Marquis* foul 

desires. 

Antonio and > * „ . .!_•/••. r 

Priest ( P raise to the infinite power of 

Providence divine. Faith, consolation, hope, are ever 
granted to the afflicted heart. Linda will ever shield 
her innocence, and, and worthy prove herself of Hea- 
ven's protection. 

Antonio. Pll hasten and prepare her mother for 
this sad parting. 
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Priest. And I will seek out Linda. 

(Enter Linda in great glee with a scroll.) 

Linda. My dear. parents, all yoji troubles now 
are o'er. — My Reverend Father! 

Priest. Why art thou so joyful? 

Linda. Here is a new lease, already signed. 

Priest. And your dishonor also ! 

Linda. How ! 

Priest. There- is a deep laid scheme at the castle 
against thy honor. 

Linda. I went thither by the order of the Marquis. 

Priest. The very reason thou shouldst have shun- 
ned the castle. The deceit — the violence — 

Linda. What should I do? Tell me. 

Priest. Depart. 

IAnda. Depart ! and leave my mother ? (Aside) 
and Carlos. 

Priest. Thy father has left us to prepare all for 
thy journey. 

IAnda. He comes. Ah ! he weeps. 

(Male and female Savoyards, as if prepared for a 
journey, are seen approaching — Pierotto also is seen 
with a Iiand-organ, Magdelina and Antonio approach 
with hat ^c.Cor Linda. — ) 

Linda. Ah dearest mother! (Embracing her) 

Magdalina. O sweetest child, they tear you from 
me. 

Antonio. She will return to thee ! 

Magd. (Weeping.) She will return, ah ! yes she 
will return ! — 

(Savoyards advance.) 

Priest. Take courage; see, how many mothers 
2 
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bid adieu to their children, jet look, they do not weep. 
Pierotto. Most worthy father we are to ask thy 



Priest. (To Pietro.) Ton are an orphan, be a 
brother to Linda : take this letter, be her guide to 
paris. 

Pierotto. Linda is with us — 

Priest. My children, the clouds are lowering, the 
snow already begins to whiten the mountain tops, and 
all appears sterility and desolation. The hour has 
arrived, when yearly you leave your native homes, to 
seek in foreign climes subsistance for your wives, your 
children and your fathers. E'er you take your last 
farewell of Mends draw near, and with me invoke 
Heaven's blessing on your errand, then with happy 
hearts depart in joy. 

AH. Oh ! thou who know'st all human hearts ; thou 
who art the hope of the unfortunate ; look with pro- 
pitious eye upon thy children. Defend us from all 
evil, and let thy grace, as with a shield, surround us. 
{Take leave of one another.) 

Priest. Weep not, my children ; let thy trust be in 
heaven ! 

All. Courage ! Courage ! let us be firm. 

Linda. Courage ! Courage ! (aside.) Oh ! farewell 
Carlos. 

(All exit at different entrances, bidding farewell to each 
other, till the curtain descends) 

END OF ACT. 
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PART II. 

PARIS. 

Scene 1. A rich apartment in Paris. 
(Linda discovered seated.) 

Linda. Three long months have passed, and yet 
no tidings from my parents. I am most anxious to 
learn if they received the money that I sent them. 
(Small organ heard in the Street.) Heavens ! what 
do I hear? Well do 1 know that air. (A voice 
heard crying far protection.) 

Voice. Help ! help, for a poor Savoyard ! 

Linda. Ah I recognize that voice ! It is Pierot- 
to. (goes to window.) Let him come up to me! 
Let him pass. 

Pierotto, (enters.) Linda ! Pardon me, I believe — 

Linda, (affectionately,) Pierotto. 

Pierotto. Yes, yes, 'tis she. 

Linda. And your companion ? 

Pierotto. And the sister of my heart ? 1 sought 
you at the mansion where I left you ; I found the 
kind old man, to whom our worthy Father entrusted 
you, dead. It made my heart sick ; since then I 
have suffered misery, hunger and thirst. 

Linda. Ah ! do not afflict me with thy sorrows. 

Pierotto. I have been forced to beg, in the open 
streets for food. 

Linda. Poor Pierotto ! take this, (gives money.) 
Come often and see me. 
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Pierotto. Ah, always so kind ! So much money ? 
in gold — Linda ! 

Linda. All that you behold, is my future hus- 
band's — The poor painter, whom you have often 

en among the mountains — 

Pierotto. Well ? 

Linda. He is the son of the Marchioness Sirval ; 
he loves me and has followed me to Paris. 

Pierotto. And the uncle Marquis knows of thy 
intended marriage ? 

Linda. No ; that is yet a secret. 

Pierotto. The nuptials will be celebrated soon ? 

Linda. I hope so — 

Pierotto. Where ? 

Linda. In Chamounix. 

Pierotto. What happiness ! then you will be our 
Mistress and our Lady. This joyful discovery makes 
me so happy, I forget all my misery — Linda I re- 
joice in your good fortune, as if it were my own ; I 
go to pray Heaven to hasten the joyful day — 

Linda. Yes, good Pierotto, pray Heaven fervent- 
ly to grant that bliss. 

Pierotto. How happy will it make all, in our na- 
tive village ; they will come to meet you, and strew 
flowers in thy path. 

Linda. Thanks, good Pierotto, for thy kindly 
wishes. 

Pierotto. Linda farewell. 

Linda. Forget not to sing again our favorite air, 
when you pass under the Balcony. 

Pieretto. I will remember, — (exit Pierotto.) Lin- 
da looks after him— Viscount enters from secret door. 

Viscount. Linda ; she has retired. Poor Linda ! 
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She is yet ignorant that my proud and haughty moth- 
er, has discovered our love ; and that I today must 
bid her farewell forever. If this very day, I consent 
not to the hateful marriage, which the royal edict has 
imposed, the poor Linda will be thrust into the street, 
and spurned as a seductress — Ah ! no. Ah ! no. I 
dare not think of that — I wished to see her once 
again, but now I feel, I have not courage. Fare- 
well ! Farewell ! my angel ! 

If men thus persecute a love like ours, let us at 
once, sever the ties that bind us to the earth, and en- 
joy our love in Heaven. Linda, I am not guilty — I 
am no traitor. Ah me unhappy ; my life shall be one 
ocean of tears. Farewell ! Farewell ! (As the Vis- 
count is retiring j Linda enters from opposite door.) 

Linda. Carlos ! 

Viscount. Ah ! 

Linda. My heart told me you were here. 

Viscount. Yes now — 

Linda. Why so sad ? You are by your Linda's 
side. 

Viscount. My Linda ! Most important business*** 

Linda. Ah what a beautiful uniform ; but when 
shall our wedding take place ? 

Viscount. Good Heaven! 

Linda. Let me dear Carlos, see you in the paint- 
er's dress. 

Viscount. Ah ! what happy times were those. 

Linda. And are we not happy now ? Are not 
our hearts the same ? Do we not love each other 
now, as then, and perhaps more ? 

Viscount. Linda dost thou love me ? 

Linda. Ah ! can you ask me ? 
2* 
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Viscount. Ah, tell me. always this, repeat again, 
and again, with thy angel voice, thou lovest me ! 

Linda. Yes, I love thee all that heart can love ; 
my life is but one love for thee ! 

Viscount. Ah Linda ! I am agonized past en- 
durance. 

Linda. Oh Heaven ! 

Viscount. (Placing her hand upon his heart.) See 
how my heart palpitates ! 

Linda. Ah so does mine ! 

Viscount. My heart is torn with conflicting pas- 
*ions« 

Linda. This is unknown to me. 

Viscount. Our hearts have ever known the same 
feeling. 

Linda. Since first we met. 

Viscount. Embrace me. 

Linda. Ah ! what dost though ask incautious ! 

Viscount. This is the first favor I have asked of 
thee, if you love me. 

Linda. Can you doubt it ? 

Viscount. My heart asks it. 

Linda. No ! 

Viscount. Ah cruel ! only one embrace ! 

Linda. Heaven give me strength ! (organ is 
heard in the street.) Ah ! you hear, (runs prom him.) 
Heaven remembers me of my Mother and my honor ! 
(Viscount on her steadfastly,) You truly love me ? 

Linda. Ah ! dearest, go, leave me, with my in- 
nocence ; do not betray a weak and loving heart, and 
I will love thee, ever, fondly love thee — 

Viscount. I cannot resist thy virtue ; pardon me 
sweetest ; love made me blind ; love me ever thus, 
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and, by all I go to suffer, thy love shall be deserved, 
(exit Viscount.) 

Linda. " By all I go to suffer," — What can he 
mean by that ? His wild looks, the anguish of his 
heart, as he departed ! What can it mean ? A heavy 
weight is on my heart ; I fear it is an augury of some 
dire misfortune. But who comes here ? He appears 
like a Savoyard. (Antonio appears at the threshold of 
the door, his hat in his hand.) 

Antonio. Lady ! 

Linda, (with surprise,) Heavens ! can it be ? 
Does my signt deceive me ? (sinks into chair.) 

Antonio. A faithful servant of the Viscount de 
Silva informed me 1 should find his master here — I 
am a poor, unhappy old man, and in him alone can I 
find relief. 

Linda. (Aside) O my father ! in w T hat a moment 
do I see you ; and in what misery. 1 tremble with 
anguish. 

Antonio. You are the lady of that noble gentle- 
man ; will you interest yourself in the fate of one so 
miserable ? 

Linda. (Aside.) Oh ! what shall I say to him ? 

Antonio. You are silent ; I understand ; you loath 
me. (Retiring.) 

Linda. I pity you. Take this. (Gives purse.) 

Antonio. Ah Heaven's blessings on you, and (if 
he lives,) upon your father ! You who have so kind 
a heart, must be the scource of happiness to him. I also 
have a daughter, lady ; 'till now she has been my joy 
and my hope ;* but I fear I have forever lost her. — I 
fear she has forgotten Heaven and her parents. 

Linda (Aside.) I dare not discover myself; I 
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dare not raise my eyes to him. Your daughter is sim- 
ple, and inexperienced, but her heart is yet pure 
and innocent. (Aside.) He, who so loves me, thinks 
me lost, and now the horror of my situation breaks 
upon me. 

Antonio. I leave you. — Allow me to — (Kneels) 
and attempts to kiss her hand. 

Linda. No ! (Raises him.) Oh ! my father ! 

Antonio. Heavens ! can it be true ! Linda ! 

Linda. Yes, 1 am Linda. # 

Antonio. (Repels her.) You my daughter ! no, 
no, it cannot be. 

Linda. Oh list to me, my father; I am innocent ! 

Antonio. No, no, it is false, it cannot be ! My 
Linda was lowy born, but she was honest. This 
rich apartment cannot be my daughter's ; nor could 
my daughter bestow alms in gold. (Throws purse at 
Linda's feet.) 

Linda. Ah ! pardon me ! 

Antonio, (casting Iter off.) Never ! never ! 
(Enter Pierotto in haste.) 

Pierotto. Linda ! ah what tidings. 

Antonio. Pierotto ! 

Pierotto. (surprised.) Antonio, here ! 

Antonio. To my shame ! 

Pierotto. Nay, say not so. 

Antonio. You have tidings of my unworthy — 

Pierotto. She is worthy of your pity. 

Antonio. She ! 

Linda. (To Pierotto.) What have you to tell 
me ? 

Pierotto. Listen to me ! I saw in a neighboring 
"lace P re parations for a great feast ; illuminations, 
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music, festoons of flowers ; a brilliant coach with pa* 
ges by its side ; crowds of people are awaiting the 
bride and bridegroom — 

Linda. The bride and bridegroom ! 

Antonio. (To Pierotto.) Go on. 

Linda. How my heart palpitates! 

Pierotto. Courage Linda ; I will finish my story. 
I asked of one " who is the bridegroom?" He an- 
swered me, but I could not believe him. I asked an- 
Qther, and he repeated, it is the noble Viscount 
Sirval ! 

Linda. Oh Heavens ! 

Antonio. (To Linda.) Now are you convinced ? 

Linda. Father ! 

Antonio. Thy father! no! (Is about to curse 
her.) 

Pierotto. (Placing his hand upon Antonio's mouth.) 
Stay ! what would you do ? 

Antonio. (To Linda.) Hence, 1 abandon you un- 
happy girl ! Go, and bear with thee the tortures of 
my dishonor and thy guilt ! 

(Exit Antonio.) 

Pierotto. Linda, let us fly ; let us leave this place. 
(The sudden intelligence of the Viscount's nuptials has 
overpowered Linda's reason.) 

Linda. Come, come and bless me ; before man 
and Heaven will I be thy wife. 

Pierotto. What's to be done? 

Linda. In the silence of the night dearest, we 
will return to the beauteous pine tree Grove, where 
our young love was born ; there you gave your heart 
to me, there was our fond troth plighted. My souls 
only hope is to be ever by thy side. 
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Pierotto. Oh painful sight! She has lost, Oh 
Heaven, she has lost her reason. 

Linda. At last, the happy day of our nuptials has 
arrived ; come dearest mother, come with us to the 
church. But where's my Father ? where, where is 
he? 

Pierotto. Linda ! Linda ! 

Linda. Is that my rival ? Hence, hence, Carlos 
is mine. Who shall rob me of my Carlos. 

Pierotto. I can but weep. 

Linda. No, no, it is false ; you never could for- 
sake me ; your heart is only mine. Linda will die 
with anguish at your feet ; where shall she hide her- 
self, from the world's eye, and her parents scorn! 
(Music is heard, and the street illuminated with many 
torches.) 

Pierotto. What means that music ? Ah the villain 
leads his bride to the altar. Come let us leave this 
place. 

Linda, (at the window) See ! what magnificence. 
A noble maid, her head bedecked with roses, is in 
the chariot by his side. His eyes are turned towards 
me ; it is Carlos; it is himself. 

Pierotto. Oh horror ! curses on such a sight. 

Linda. Oh no ! it cannot be ; they have de- 
ceived me. 

Pierotto. Courage ! Courage and follow me. Let 
us fly from the traitor, (exit.) 

(End of Act 2d.) 
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ACT III. 
THE RETURN. 

Scene 1. (Same as 1st scene 1st act.) 

Chorus. Let us drink to the health of our friends 
returned ; see they approach, let us run and welcome 
them. — (Savoyards are seen descending the mountains, 
as they enter they exchange salutations.) 

My father ! My mother ! — 

We have arrived at our homes once more ; Heaven 
has shielded us from harm, and here is the result of 
our labours (Giving money frc.) 

First part. Show us how much. 

(The different Peasants mention the different sums 
they have accummulated) 

Chorus. Come, let us be gay ; let us dance, let us 
sing, till the sun departs. (Exit Chorus.) 
Enter Marquis. 

Marqiiis. At length we have arrived ; we have fled 
from Paris to our castle, without once closing our eyes 
or resting our weary bodies. 

Chorus. Here, here is the Marquis I 

Marquis. Yes, yes, our dear people, we are here. 
We return with much pleasure j we are glad to find 
you all so merry. 

Chorus. You bring us ever good humor and good 
fortune. 

Marquis. We intend to pass a few days in merri- 
ment and pleasure. 
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Chorus. How ? Pray tell us. 

Marquis. There will be weddings, and great ones. 

Chorus. Where? 

Marquis. In the castle. 

Male Chorus. Are you to be married ? 

Female Chorus. He ? He is too old. 

Marquis. "lis well, pretty maidens; jest at me; 
but the husband that I speak of is my noble nephew. 

Chorus. And who the bride ? 

Marquis. Oh, you shall see. 

Chorus. She is good, rich, and beautiful ? 

Marquis. You can imagine ; she is like the Sun, 
pure and chaste, innocent as the lily, and like the 
opening rose bud, she is beautiful. 

Chorus. How much should he love her. 

Marquis. He dies for love of her. All of our noble 
blood have warm and feeling hearts, and when we 
love, we love with a hero's fervor. 

Chorus. Such hot love soon grows cold* 

Marquis. Ah no> you are in error ; you will see. 

Chorus. We know you better ; in Paris, you made 
love to all the pretty girls, and wasted your time in 
making them sweet presents, at your different rendez- 
vous. 

Marquis. And you waste your life here among the 
mountains, singing and playing ; but I have changed ; 
now, I am a miracle of virtue* But when you see the 
beauteous bride you will be astonished. You shall go 
to the castle ; the master and the vassal shall mingle 
in the dance, and twenty years will be taken from my 
age. 

Chorus. We are anxious for the happy moment to 
arrive. We will amuse the bride with our dancing and 
our merriment. {Exit Chorus?) 
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(Linda and Peerotto appear, approaching. Linda, who 
is insane, is guided by Pierotto 9 s organ) 

Pierotto. Thus has she followed the sound of my 
organ, for more than two hundred leagues, and all on 
foot Yes, each morning have I been compelled to 
play upon my organ e'er she would follow me ; she 
fancies it her mother's voice. 

Linda. Before heaven and man I should be his 
wife. 

Pierotto. Always the same ; how shall I, in such a 
states present her to her mother ? 
Enter Priest. 

Priest. I have received news from the Viscount 

Pierotto. It is he. 

Preest. Pierotto ! Where, where is Linda. 

Pierotto. She is there. 

Priest. Oh Heaven ! in what a state ! Those 
sparkling eyes, how changed ; how pale she is. 

Pierotto. Alas ! she is insane ; love has wrecked 
her reason. 

Priest. I understand. 

Pierotto. But she is innocent 

Priest I know. 

Pierotto. And so will die. Conduct her home ! 

Priest. No, I hope not so ! I'll hasten and pre- 
pare her parents for her arrival. (Exit.) 

Pierotto. Linda ! Linda ! 

Linda. I must walk again ? 

Pierotto. No ! our journey is accomplished. 

Linda. To Paris ? 

Pierotto. Yes. 

Linda. But Carlos is there ; do you not hear him ? 
Here you not what he says ? My wife ! Let us fly, 
that she may not see us. 

3 
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Pierotto. He's coming here. 

Linda, Yes, yes. 

Pierotto. We are already here. (Xeads for mto 



Enter with a paper Pbdesi?, Marquis, Magdmina, &c. 

Viscount. With this document will I secure te 
them the land and house. 

Priest. Sir. 

Viscount. She is not here; I will depart. 

Priest. Nay, do not go ! She has returned. 

Viscount. Linda here ? Oh happiness ! 

Priest. But — 

Viscount. What ! 

Priest. The unfortunate has lost her reason*. 

Viscount. Oh Heavens !- 

1st part Chorus. She is here. 

2d part Chorus. Linda! 

Marquis. What do I hear. 

Chorus. We have beheld her.. 

1st part. She is pale and emaciatedl 
. Marquis. Poor little thing ! 

2d part. She is insane. 

Marquis. How unfortunate ; let us try to save her- 

Chorus. Let us to the house. 
Enter Antonio. 

Antonio. Oh what misery ! I am in dJespafrv She: 
recognises no one. 

Chorus. She ! 

Antonio. When she heard my voice sk& trembled ^ 
and her iqpther's made her stand, like a statue fixed 
and immovable. Oh Heavens ! (to Viscount) you are — 

Viscount. It is too true. I know it, I am the cause- 
of all this misery ; but I am here to make reperation.- 
(Orgm is heard.) 
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Chorus. listen to the ballad of Pierotto ! 
Enter Magdelina. 

Mag. The sound of Pierotto's organ has agaii* 
aroused her sleeping sense; and like a child she fol- 
lows him. 

Enter Pierotto followed by Linda. 

Pierotto, (aside to the Viscount.) Quickly profit by 
this auspicious moment. 

Linda* Ah ! my mother ? I return to you. I am 
innocent. 

Mag. I believe you ; embrace me. 

Linda. He has departed. 

Mag. Ah you see ; she has ; already lost h&t mem- 
eryv 

Viscount, (approaching Linda.) Perhaps love alone> 
can arouse her dormant sense. Linda ! 

Linda. Ah ! what voice is that ? 

Viscount. Look upon me ; I am your Carlos. It is 
the voice that first made thy young heart beat with 
love ; it is the accent of adoration ; it is the sigh of 
one who loves you to despair. Oh, I implore you, par- 
don me ! One kind look ! one smile from thee, and 
Happiness returns to me. 

Linda, (transfixed.) It is the voice, it is the accent,, 
that so sweetly once caressed me.. 

Chorus. Alas ! there is no movement, no accent of 
returning reason. 

Linda. It is not he ; 'tis not my Carlos. 

Viscount. I cannot longer see her in such misery — 
^About to depart from her.) 

Linda, (detaining Carlos.) Were you my Carlos, yois 
would make glad my heart, by once more breathing, 
those sweet words that made my life's most happy day^ 
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Viscount. Ah, Linda,, yes, I well remember Carlos 
said to thee, a The happy day will soon arrive, that 
will make me, before Heaven and man, thy husband." 
. Chorus. She is saved. . 

Viscount. Linda! [Throws Mmself ai her fed) 

Priest. Keep silence, all ! . . * " ' 

Chorus. Oh, Heaven ! our wish is granted. ' Our 
happiness is complete. Her reason is returned. 

Idnda. Ah, my mother ! your kisses have awaked 
me. Where is my father ? You love me still, my 
mother ! Who is at my feet ? 

Viscount. Look upon me; I am your Carlos. 

Linda. Ah, yes ! 

Viscount. Tour husband ! 

Idnda. Tour hand, (takes his hand.) This is my 
kind Pierotto, this my reverend father — 

Marquis. My darling Linda I am here ; your god- 
father. 

Idnda. Now he is mine, good uncle. 

Marquis. Tes, yes, hurrah ! 

All Hurrah. 

Viscount. Linda. 

Idnda. Ah! tell me that I do not dream. My 
heart o'erflows with joy. Oh father, father, husband ! 
all come near, and tell me that I do not dream. 

All. It is no dream, your pains are ended j all now 
is joy and happiness. 

FINIS. 
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